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Af t e r  t on igh t ,  in  a c co rdance  wi th  the  King’s 

c ommand,  th e  Monkey  wi l l  n eve r  have  ex i s t ed .  The 

ta l l  man ra i s e s  th e  King’s  bow and  draws  h i s  a r row 

back  wi th  s ome  d i f f i cu l t y.  The  fa t  man s t rugg l e s  t o 

ho ld  the  b la ck  s i l k  bag  a t  a rm’s  l eng th ,  a s  th e  monkey 

s l i p s  a round  in s ide  i t .  He  take s  a  de ep  brea th  and 

whi sp e r s  t o  th e  ta l l  man tha t  s ome th ing  migh t  b e 

mov ing  th rough  the  underbru sh .  The  ta l l  man g la re s 

a t  h im.  He  c l ea r s  h i s  th roa t  and  sp i t s ,  th en  l e t s  th e 

a r row f l y. 

The  Monkey  ha s  c l o s ed  h i s  e y e s  and  re ckoned  the 

f l i gh t  o f  th e  a r row.  Be fo re  i t  can  come  t o  c l eave  h i s 

h ear t ,  i t  wi l l  have  t o  f l y  a c ro s s  th e  meadow,  and 

be f o re  i t  can  f l y  a c ro s s  th e  meadow,  i t  mus t  f l y  ha l fway 

a c ro s s .  And  be f o re  i t  f l i e s  ha l fway  t o  tha t  po in t… On 

the  edge  o f  a  s e c ond  tha t  s p l i t s  i t s e l f  unending l y  in to 

f ragment s  o f  a  s e c ond ,  ea ch  o f  th em s t i l l  made  o f 

p re c i ou s  t ime ,  th e  Monkey  s e e s  e t e rn i t y.  He  cur l s  in  on 

h imse l f  l i k e  a  ch i ld  about  t o  b e  born ,  and  he  beg in s  t o 

d ream.







THE L ION’S  TOOTH

A subt le  foot  of  cur l ing root

A s ta lk  sewn equal  to  the  breeze

A wreath of  l ion’s  tooth to  boot

Now greet  the  lowly  eye  that  sees

A mirror  of  the  sun & moon

Between the  shadows of  the  t rees

This  humble  f lower  i s  the  one

The bl ind of  hear t  s t i l l  ca l l  a  weed

One empire  cracked and scores  begun

By the  f l ight  of  a  s ingle  seed

Once, in a time so long ago that only the rocks can 

remember it now, when the world was one island surrounded 

by one sea, there grew a single dandelion on the shoulder of a 

great black mountain, beside a creek of vanishing snow. When 

it was young, its petals spread out like rays of light. The ants 
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crawling up a nearby rock thought they saw a second sun in 

the sky above.

One night,  the ants  looked to the f lower and saw a 

sphere that glowed with a gray light. They thought they saw 

a second moon in the sky above, until a wind came down 

the mountainside and blew the sphere apart. A generation of 

dandelion seeds floated through the air, and they began to 

perish. Some were caught on the blades of grass that grew 

beside the creek, while others touched the water’s surface and 

were swept away. 

One seed made it across the stream and past the eyes of a 

frog, who knew that it was not a bug because it made no sound. 

It drifted over the smooth rocks along the creek and between 

the leafless branches of a fallen tree, until it was caught in the 

lacing of a spider web. The maker of the web crawled out to 

see the seed as it trembled in the breeze. She decided it was 

not to eat and went back to her weaving. Soon, a hungry old 

crow swept down from the sky to eat the spider in a single 

snap. The bird took flight again with a shred of spider web still 

clinging to his foot, and at the end of one silk thread dangled 

the small seed. 

Still on the hunt for things to eat, the crow rose higher 

and higher and turned out toward the marshes. A crosswind 
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broke the strand of thread. Swept by a strong current in the 

sky, the seed flew far across the island of the world, over 

deserts, forests, lakes, and foothills, and past the smoldering 

mountain where the Dragon slept, until it passed through the 

high and thorny crest that lined the outer wall of the kingdom 

of Kósomos, which the king bragged was home to every man, 

woman, and child on earth (save a single wily girl said to roam 

the wilderness).

The seed flew over the fertile smelling pens where King 

Urikiru, the founder and protector of Kósomos, kept his 

elephants, pigs, and sheep. It passed across another wall and 

drifted through the rising scents of jasmine and citrus flowers 

and above rows of broad grape leaves that glistened in the sun. 

Finally, it crossed the wall of the city itself and floated above 

the fine stone houses that lined a network of orderly streets, 

laid out in nine concentric rings and cut by nine broad boule-

vards reaching outward from the Palace. The granite stones that 

paved the Palace court were locked together in a magnificent 

pattern and scrubbed as clean as the bronze dish from which 

the King liked to eat his roasted birds, buttered snails, fried 

plantains, and fresh hibiscus flowers each night. It was here in 

the center of the city that the seed now made its home, in a 

dark and tiny gap between two spotless paving stones. 





THE QUEEN

The dreamer  she  weaves  in  her  womb

Weaves  her  into the  same dream

Neither  knowing who nor  whom

Knowing nei ther  be  nor  seem

Only an i l l i c i t  thought

That  l ights  creat ion with i t s  g leam:

One white  seed f loat ing f rom without

Three  wal l s  the  King bui l t  h igh and s t rong

To set t le  in  a  sweet ,  dark spot

Where  i t  does  not  be long

In the center of Kósomos, as they lay beside each other 

on the little green island in the middle of a cool dark sea 

beneath the starry ceiling of the Palace Dome, the King and 

Queen were each secluded in their dreams. Queen Ambu, whose 

belly had grown for close to nine cycles of the moon, was now a 
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brilliant fish who swam in wide circles around the island of the 

world. She swam through towering forests of kelp, over twisted 

reefs whose colors she could not name and whose existence she 

would never have suspected, and through dim red caverns that 

were gateways to the sea of fire that ebbs and flows beneath 

the world. Drawn upward by a shifting beam of light, she came 

near the water’s surface and meandered through a shallow tide 

pool by the shore, studying the erratic traffic of the crabs and 

the cool undulations of the sea anemones beneath her. 

It was not long before the King, who sought to bring every 

good and beautiful thing into his Kingdom, came galloping 

along the seashore on his mighty horse Kalypso, a white mare 

with a deep black crescent on her back. He stopped to admire 

this beautiful fish as its scales shot back the noonday sun. “I 

am building the world again inside my Palace Dome,” he told 

his horse, “and this fish shall be a part of it.” He caught her 

in his drinking cup and brought her back to the cool dark sea 

that surrounded the little green Island of the World inside his 

Palace Dome. 

Kalypso snorted and neighed, then asked the King, with a 

piercing glare, if this was a true model of the world that he had 

created inside his Palace Dome. 

“Yes,” the King replied. 
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Then how could it be, the horse whinnied, that the Island of 

the World inside his Palace Dome had no magnificent kingdom 

of Kósomos with three high walls, nine broad boulevards, and 

a great white Palace Dome upon it? 

Urikiru was startled by this question, which could only 

be answered with deeds. He set to work to build just such a 

kingdom on his little island. At the center of this kingdom 

was the Palace Dome, but this begged the question, Kalypso 

averred, of just what was inside it. Clearly the King’s work 

was far from finished, but he would not be caught shirking—

especially by his favorite horse. Each new dome had a tinier 

sea within it and required a tinier fish to swim around its little 

green island. And every time, Queen Ambu discovered—she 

was that fish. 

As her mind swam through each shrinking moat, she turned 

in her sleep and prayed for some outside force, whatever it 

might be, to break the logic of this dream. A tiny noise tickled 

the inside of her ear, and she dreamt about the flight of the 

seed, drifting in its lazy path over the high and thorny walls 

surrounding the city.
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